FIRE BELOW

far from Vigil could not be helped. At least,
we were sure we could cross it, while of the
southern border we knew nothing at all.
I have said we were bound for Vigil. Our
one idea was to get into touch with the Countess
and so with Grieg. Now that she had struck
some bargain, the fellow was likely to allow
her to go to her house. The bargain, whatever
it was, must depend on the Countess' health,
and this had been put in peril by what she had
undergone. And so he would send her home.
The Prince might rave about treason, but
Grieg would not care for that. The man knew
too much. If he wished to preserve the
Countess, the Countess would be preserved.
Here I may say that, so far as appearance
was concerned, we were much more fit for our
venture than we had been five days before,
Our linen was foul, we had not shaved for four
days, and our heavy work with the horses had
gone far to ruin our clothes, I do not pretend
that we could have borne inspection, but it
was perfectly clear that we could pass in a
crowd.
The first thing, then, to be done was to reach
the Rolls. To this end we hired a car and
were driven up to the farm.
Rowley's relief to see us was overwhelming.
Between fear for us and inaction, the poor man
was at his wit's end. Three nights running
he had gone up the bridle-path and had actually
* tracked us to the side of the rushing stream,
only to return more troubled than he had set